uncovered bricks, finding in the process a priest's hiding hole
and a beautiful Henry VII fireplace. We also found a silver
groat of Henry VIII and other relics almost as interesting.
We had an exhausting but entrancing orgy, and since
appetite grows with eating we were later to repeat the
process with two other ancient Rye houses.
When we had done our best, or our worst, with *The
Black Boy' we settled in to a very comfortable home. We
admired it ourselves and so did other people and we did not
mind the feet that it was unmistakably haunted. We were
both quite certain that we liked the haunt and that it liked
us, and as a matter of fact we were both equally and simul-
taneously certain that when we had lived in the house for
a couple of years our haunt quite suddenly and unmistak-
ably left us and left the house blankly devoid of all atmos-
phere___I think we regretted our mysterious familiar....
In any case, by the time it departed various things had
happened indicating that our days at 'The Black Boy* were
drawing to a close.
One of the first signs of a aew order came in die fact that
after a time John had decided that unadulterated Rye was
not sufficiently stimulating to her brain; that she needed the
contacts of life in a city to an extent not supplied by visits
to a London hotel. So we took a tiny flat on a fifth floor
in St. Martin's Lane and knew yet again the raptures of
home-making!
I think it is only fair to John to say that when we gave up
that flat after about a year, it was my heart and not her
fickle fancy that was responsible, or perhaps the fickle fancy
of the lift! After eleven o'clock at night, or on such occa-
sion as it went on strike, there was nothing for it but to
toil up the five flights and this exercise began to affect me
rather unpleasantly.
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